offered for sale. I remember that two applicants collided
on the doorstep disputing as to which of them could claim
priority.
It was, as I have said, attractive, built like a country
house, with large rooms, casement windows and deep
brick window-ledges where we kept bulbs and other plants.
But I doubt whether in any case we should have remained
in it much longer. Although we regretted it when we sold
it we had, of course, already discovered that it had disad-
vantages. For one thing it faced uncompromisingly to the
north and all the best rooms never saw the sun. Then,
while there was one very large, though sunless 'best bed-
room' the only other room on that floor was so small that
it was barely able to accommodate a bed, so, as we had no
intention of being on different floors, the only solution was
for us to share a bedroom. This was convivial and in many
ways we thoroughly enjoyed it, but not when John was in
the throes of insomnia, when she wanted to move about or
to read in bed and feared to wake me unless she lay quietly
in darkness. Then there was the little baker's shop next
door. It was not until the advent of summer weather that
his open windows became our undoing and that shovelling
and clanking echoed through the night while he stoked his
fires and manipulated his ovens.
In any case, however, Holland Street had to go, and
moreover it went just after John had fitted out a sunny
little back room as a sitting-room for me, and back we went
to Kensington Palace Mansions, but not before what seemed
to be the merest chance had introduced us to Rye in Sussex.
It was just after the Well of Loneliness prosecutions and an
acquaintance who was also a warm sympathizer asked us to
come down and spend a week-end in what she called the
'little period cottage* which she had taken furnished in